1 could say to Him : “Forgivo !

Thioy kuow ot what tey do."

Mulloees of my csrihiffstore,
What shine of harvest sun,

. What olntment on Thy feet to pour,

Here onded or begun,
% Shall mate with mine, who learn 8o late
ATEH ~ 'Po know Thy will is done ?
_ —Ross Terry Cooke.
P m—— {
MISSES TEMPLETON'S
TEAPOTS,
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from the shelf, and od to
b s

‘' As sure as I'm a living simner, I'll
break it if put it on the fire,” said
Iﬂul)hntﬁ.‘ in
and eys.

““Try it,” said Miss Althes, defiantly,
Y palculate you'll find more’n one kind
o' tea kin be drunk in this honse. I've
stood you some years too muoch, an' aa
fast's you break, I'll buy. Yon hain't
forgot the will, an' that all expenses
has got to be equally shared by the
three, or as many as lives. It'll be a
leetle hard on Chloe, bnt then she’s
used to your imposin' on her, an' l.plln

¥ | more won't make much difference,

work both for men and oxen.

Why Isaiah T had chosen
Breskneck when river mead-
owa fat corn and wheat lay be-
low, he never told, hut the choioe had
been made, Half way up thehill. A turn
in the road, and between two

where* sweet-fern fand brake
ted with t of graas,

grupes

general had it all their own way,
but Isaiah Templeton's life-long fight
with weeds not been unavailing
and Diantha, his eldest born, pnm«i
them with an even vigor and
determination, that had sm
farmer done his duty half as
Oanada thistles wonld have been con-
fined to Oanada, and daisies have be-
ocome an extinot species,

Diantha, Althea and Chloe—strange
names for the three middle-aged women
in the weather-stained house with
sloping roof, where mosses grew in

s 1 Jin Dkl o5 o

[ 8 i, thong
gixty years had passed since it first
showed bright against the dark wood
behind and sbove it. Whatever latent
poetry in the rusty little farmer had
%uﬁs hy tmeeingii}:h:;“l :::::t pproach

" hymns n 8]
to such frivolity tolerated by either
Diantha or Althea, two grim and deter-
mined females, with faces as hard as
the stones that made np most of their

, and who, throungh Miss

's girlhood, had carefully repressed
the tendency to sentiment less sedn-
Tonsly hidden then than now.

Years had thinecd Miss Chloe’s hair,
od still more the nose sharp in
the ning, tipyed it'with a froaty
red, and printed crow's-feet about the
faded blue eysl always a little per-
plexed and troubled—always gentle and
spo(l’:fatio. and filling with tears as
quickly as in her silent and sensitive
girlhood. Life held small leisare,
Books were a waste of precious time,
and more and more butter and cheese
the chief end of woman; and thus Miss
Ohloe's sentiment found no outlet save
in the flower bed, which, in spite of
Miss Dianthy's arguments, held its
under south window, and in
snmmer filled the little sitting-room
with a perfume altogether out of place
in those upright quarters,

In the old trunk, well hidden
between towels and pilloweases, lay Miss
Ohloe's chief treasure—a time-worn
oop{u! Mrs, Hemans, bearing on the

~leaf in oram letters the insorip-

on: *“To Miss Ohloe Templeton, from
her well-wisher, Josiah Green."”

A
Miss Diantha had set her face
and Josiah, after a short period of de-
jection, married Sophy Downer,
and slept now with fathers in the
old graveyard, For years Miss Chloe
kept the little book folded in tissue
paper and laid away, but with the fune-
took it ont as if death gave a right,
unclaimable before, and read and wept
over ‘h“;t at ht, the tanly time when
ears and eyes and tongues gave
her respite from continnous observation
and direotion.

For both Diantha and Althes quarrel-
ing was as their daily food. cne
wanted the other did not, and all day
long the hard wvoices sonnded from
kitchen or pantry, Ohloe cringing as

rose and fell, but silent as years
taught her to Miss Althes pre-
forred *'salt risin's;” Misa Diantha,
“hop 'east, strong®o’ the hops” Miss
Althea demanded pumpkin without

prononneed thama
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**Bistars,” Miss Chlos began, in an
:fony of tremulonsness and = .
on, “for m s sake! Oh, dear!
how can yon ? don't we each have
s teapot, an' why didn't I think of it
udmd ? There's otza 1;::.1 eaoh, mdda
¥ apiece too—the little ones grand-
father ht home. Oh, don't look
, Dianthy, an’ Althy too! To

rooky | think we're nll sisters, an’ alone in

For pity’s sake [

“Pe stilll” n?d Miss Diantha, im-
r:nli‘mly. “An' now, Althy Temple-

n, you hear my last word to you.
When you you're sorry for this
morning’s I'll say back, an' not
before, The will's fixed so't we can't

lit nor divide, an' long ss we live

ere's got to be three in the house,
Well, wonldn't split if I conld,
Folks 'll ask, an' yon kintell. I'm
done.”

Done, truly. Eight years had "
and not one word had Miss tha
been heard to speak, If direction was
needed she wrote on a slateand handed
it to Miss Ohloe, who acted as mediator
and in r. QOonfldent that a day
would end it Miss Althea had gone her
way, missing more than she would have
told the war. of words which, after all,
had been only words—a family privi-
lege never destroying & certain family
feeling holding its place under all
assaults, But as day after day went b,
without a sign she, too, more
more determined, and if an occasional
spasm of desire for the old state—or
Eerhn o better state—of ¢ visited

er, she put it sternly away. the
two faces settled into harder and harder
lines; daily Miss OChloe's eyes jgrew
more ve.

The three caddies she had fillled at
onoe, the time for some decizive action
on her part seeming to have come at last
berond any &:ea on, and daily she
took down three teapots, hidden
for years in the recesses of the upper
shelf of the china closet—one old blue,
the last piece of a set long ago scat-
tered or destroyed; one a tiny Wedg-
wood, a great-aunt's pro 7, and last,
tho bronze-colored earthen their mother
had sometimes used. The three had
each its own place on the stove, and
curions neighbors, who had heard there
was ‘““‘something beyond the common
goin’ on st the Templetons'  looked at
them with suspicion as in some way ao-
countable for the diffioulty and at last
with a shake of the head as the silence
refused to yield. The minister argued
and pleaded, the deacons came sjngly
and ina body, exhorting and threaten.
ing suspension of church privileges,
mﬁ the parish was in a ferment, a
new cause for n  wrose in
another quarter, reverting to this,
however, with surpriging constancy.

By degrees Miss Althea had grown
almost a8 silent as the elder sister,
whose life seemed a black shadow, dark-
ening oven the sunshine of summer or
the golden light of antumn on the hills.

Chloe grew more haggard ev
day, and her forlorn blue eyes, rﬂ
rimmed with much u{inz. brimmed
over for months, as she looked appeal-
ingl{’etrom one to another. 8

was better than this hard, grim silence,
and the two faces always with averted

88,

ey“(}h., why [dido't I think of thess

three teapots before?' Ohloe moaned

to the old | ter. ‘*Such an easy
out of trouble; an’ there I

let it go ﬁ::"m' now I shall always be

o argument availed against this con-
clusion, and no length of time proved
sufficient to overthrow it. Monihs ran
into yearsat last, but time seemed never
to deaden the continuouns self-reproach
of this Templeton, who had absorbed
the conseience of the whole generation,
and who eonght vainly to reconcile ir-
reconcilable forces,

“When an irresistible wave encounters
sn immovable rock, what is the result?”
qﬁutlonad Leander Lamson, home

artmouth, snd overflowing with
Sophomorie lafio; and old -
after a pause for reflection, answered:
. smash for whatever comes be-
tween."”

Miss Ohloe had come between, and
her looks indicated somsething equiva-
lent to * tarnal smash '

Lincinda Wetherbee, once the owner
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: | ominons rustle, as if then and there

ma;: ; and anppul{;d to hor,to
ond the scandal an 0 or
the sister, who had hnflhed Eeneu in
the hope of bringh.s about peace, she

till even old Lamson had said
his Iast word,and then, ha written for
# fow moments, laid the on the
table and left the room.

" Bhe's got & dumb devil,” saids Dea-
con , a8 he read slowly:

“+(hloe has made ber own bed, and
she can lie in it. Bhe chose to go, and
she can stay. If you will not have her
nnzl other way, I will pay her board.'"

iss Althen went to the town farm
but once, =
her as she or the wreto
old, and venting itself in worde that
brought terror to every one within hear-
ing ce. Underneath the storm
hurt feoling and affection really lay, but
Ohloe had passed beyond any er of
in f the and taumul-
tnous manifestation. Bhe lay back in
her chair with closed eyes, her ient

I:Lut-. an

¥
-

of an possessing
whed thresh-

face a little more slow
tears falling one by ons.
“ When tha comes for me, I'll
ﬁribwk," was all she would say, and
ss Althes, worn out with her own
vehemence, went nunwillingly away.

winter went by, Miss Althea | Hemans,

The
wnitinaf nmn Lueinda * f:y inches,” as
the neighbors said, as if in this to
atone for past lack toward Onl a
reluotant New England s came
slowly on, and in the *Devil's Gully,”
by the mill, faint green showed here
snd there between the lingering drifts.
The road to the town farm, seldom vsed,
had been almost imgusnble, but Hiram
at intervals had brought word that
*Miss Onloe was sbout the same, fur's
he could see, but maybe her own folks
could tell better.,” The hint passed
without notice till one amrl:ag in early
April, when & messenger e swiltly
ng Breakneck and burst into the honse
where the three sat by the dim Jamp,
Luecinda keeping up her monotonous
flow of words, the two sisters silent.

“Bhe's " he said. *The doe-
tors said she might live till you got
thore.”

*“ Who ?"

Miss Althea had risen, and steod now,
flerce and id, clutching the fright-
ened boy as she spoke, |

“Miss Templeton,” he said, strug-
gling away. ‘‘ Hiram’ told me io get
you a team."

“ Run, then,” Miss Althea screamed.
“ The fastest Viall's got, Tell him to
be quick.”

Lucinda burst into loud erying.

* Be still, youn fool I" rang out Miss
Diantha's voice, with its old sharp com-
mand. “I'm goin' on the hoss,” and
spatoching her hood she ran to the
gate, climbed from the long-disused
norse-block to the horse’s back, and
with dangling stirrups and ﬁapring
rein she held ber place by eheer will, as
the frightened animal tore down the
hill and throngh the village street, still,
a8 & glackened, urging him on over
the four miles between her and the
chance of h, Up hill and down,
through thick wood and between low
mendows, the rush of the swollen river
drowned in the clatter of hoofs, and at
last the faint, twinkling lights of the
farm, The horse stood with drooping
head and streaming flanks as she slid
from his back, and pushing aside the
startled and curious gronp about the
door went up the stairs snd toward
the room to which Hiram pointed.
Bhe passed swiftly in, the doctor and
attendant were motioned out by a hand
80 imperative that none could gainsay
it, and Diantha, bolting the door, turned
to the bed, snd after one look at the
motionless form upen it, fell on her
knees and buried her face in the cover-
let.

“ 1 thought you'd feel bad, Dianthy,"
Miss Chloe said, the words coming
faintly, and as if from some remote dis-
tance. 1 thought you'd come, an' I
held ont an’ waited, There ism't any
time now, but, Disnthy, youn must prom-
ine me one thing. You must go home
and let by-gones be by-gones, I want
you to be good to Althea.”

Miss Diantha raised her face, white
and set, as if death had tounched her,
too. Bhe lifted her hand as she knelt,

“Don't, Dianthy — don't!" Chloe | poun

cried, trying torise.

o Bo(!lore on mt:ihlzo killed, I "‘1;'::
it." !!.i : .
held my tongue for T‘h‘l'hm. fll hold
it now for punishmen @ lust word
I say to livin' soul I ssy to you now,
Chloe Templeston.”

“Oh, Dianthy, don't!" wailed Miss
Ohloe, falling back on her pillow, end-
ing with this last .pﬁl the on-
treaty of her life, en Miss Althea
entered with the doetor, the elder sister

the one to make arrangements, and
waited till further remained to

funeral services, held in the old church

on the common.
From every quarter the floocked
come for

in. Nosuch
of seeing all the actorsin this vil-
aawn
more sensftive or,
to flerce snger. Theold
down aa he tried to tell

Ln.?mmt- must be had on those who
Inin on it a burden too heavy to be

ne,

"“Miss Diantha stood by the grave
unfil the last shovelful’ of earth had
been lain on, then turned and walked
home, stopping for & moment at the
village store. When Miss Althea and
Lmeinda returmed her door was shut,
and no sound was heard from the room
until next morning.. But as they mada

tions for tes Miss Althea saw
thut the three tea and caddies had
been rémoved, and that an earthen one
and a tin caddy filled with Orange Pekoe
stood on the lower shelf, and knew that
by thiz sign Miss Diantha had lrrokm.
snd renounced her will once for for all.

Years followed. Lcinda lingered,
unchanged in look, and clinging more
and more to Miss Althea, who had aged
suddenly when Chloe died, and who
made continued efforts to break Miss
Dianthe's silence. But though & cer-
tain wistfulness seomed at times to
show itself, she only, when I'spﬂlod to,
shook her head solemnly, and retreated
to her room. What secrets the old
walls knew, who can tell? What sor-
row and late repentance! But none
knew till s morning came when,
alarmed by the long silence, Miss Althea
went in to find her with wi a-opmezu.
but powerless to move from the floor
where she had fallen. Inthem
drawer of the old burean lay
Ohloe's Bible, the worn volumae m

and near them the
fragments of the three teapots, each in
& folded napkin,

A week of quiet waiting, and then in
the hours between night and morning
Miss Diantha suddenly lifted her head.

T thought you'd come, Ohloe,"” she
said, and with the words was gone,

When her will was opened t
found, first, a legacy of one thousan
dollars * to Hiram Bteele and wife for
kindness to my sister Chloe,” and then
an order that on the plain tombstone
erected for her should be simply the
words: ‘“Diantha Templaton,
seventy-three, ‘I was dumb., IXopened
not my mouth for shame.""

And so at last people knew that the

soorn and indignation, never quite lost | jn

even in the long years
Chloe's death, -had geen
E:it ent, and that Miss

message of tacit confession and repent:
ance.— Harper's Bazar,

ginee Mies
ted as

Courtship at a Long Range.

A comical matter has been made pub-
lic in Montreal by some legal proceed-
ings, A retired major of the British
army had four dsughters who moved in
good society in that city. They all en-
tered into correspondence with a re-
tired olergyman of London, whose mind
was somewhat enfeebled, but who en-
joyed an income of $15,000, The let-
ters became sentimental all round, and
at length the man pro marriage.
But which of the four ghould he take?
Ha had never seen any of them, and it
was arranged that emi
send a photogngh to o him in his
ochoice, Now, the oldest was a widow

of forty-five, and therefcre the younger

and prettier ones were astounded when
the decision was promptly annonnced
that their sister was to the bride,
The truth was that she had employed
an artist to remove the hard lines and
otherwise beantify the pioture. But
this trick did not help her. When she
went to London and presented herself
to the elergyman he conld see no like-
ness between her and the frandulent
portrait, and refused to marry her, He
ve her $5,000, however, and ghe went
ome, Butshe does not consider that
sum a sufficient compensation, and has
sued for damages.

How Muech a Cow Eats,

A cow is not inelined to gluttony
Usually when the appetite i satisfled a
cow will stop eating. Any cow's u&p—
tite may be ganged in this way: Give
her all the feed she will gat and have
left. Weigh whatis given to her and
notice what is consumed. Then make
the ration three-fonrths of the quantity
eaten. No soimal, not even s man,
ghould have sll it can eat, and the sur-

tha
own sorrow, and left this last

of them should | 1,

And on its bosom Mlies alapt.
A story of this pond 'Ii tell,
0f homely frog and 1ly-bell,

1L

*I'was in the summer month of Juns, !
When robin chirped his merry tine,
That lily spoke t0 frog so frea:
“Ohb, could T only loap like thes*
Buab here [ am so still fel Joue, .
And dull e any old whils stone.
1.

The frog then ssid fo lly fadr:
“ Just een me jump so Wigh inal
But do : 3+ -
“’. --?”.n # 4.- 1_” 1 ‘o =
The day waa fine, the sky serene; =
A boat upon the lake waweeen.

A man oaught froggy by the AT
The lily plucked by maiden filr, -

¥
o ) |

Timnd&le horse knows enough of
arithmetic to carry one, v P 'L'&i ;

A man, being tormented with goms 1Tl
kicked his foot through & window, and
the pane was gone instantly,

A little hest that can't be beat, the
window open wide; & liltle broes
little sneeze, and you're
pride.

The Commercial Bulletin says
who does not advertise has it
him finally, under the hiead of

bk ssbelnga.
with  ten-oent man on one

u? his hand snd said : * That
with sheep and cows, but if ¥¢
quart of water it makes two quartsof
milk. I've seen it tried.” il

A young gentleman who is very
tienlur about thc%alﬂnt_ of his line
wrote a note to hh&‘ )
tie same time sent one to the object of
Unfortunately, he put

meaning en

plus above what is necessary is injuri- | rectin

ous, and produces disease. Generslly
more harm is done by over-eating than

by starving, The staple ration for a | stalk

cow is Bfteen pounds of hay and five
d of meal, or the eguivalent in
other food. As grass or green fodder
contains seventy-five per cent, more
water , four times as much
or der should be given
E laco of hay; that is, sixty pounds
with the meal, Some cows will proba-
bly require more snd very few less than
this quantity.
Poll’s Policy.
The mystery of the skill of some ani-
mals seem to reaist all solution. The
word ‘¢ instinet,” Lord Brougham de-
olared, was & mere term for our ignor-
ance. The parrot st time satounds the
th its mischievous . A
lndy friend of Camabridge, Muss., a
that, on & mouse olimbing up
his case, made forthe




